Succeeds an itchy warmth, that melts her quite;
She knew not first, nor cares not what he doth;
And willing half and more, more than half wroth,
She neither pulls nor pushes, but out-right
Now cries, and now repents; when Thelemite,
Her brother, enter'd, and a great stone threw
After the ape, who thus prevented flew.
This house, thus batter'd down, the Soul possest anew.

And whether by this change she lose or win,

She comes out next where th' ape would have gone in,

Adam and Eve had mingled bloods, and now,

Like chemic's equal fires, her temperate womb

Had stew'd and form'd it; and part did become

A spungy liver, that did richly allow.

Like a free conduit on a high hill's brow,

Life-keeping moisture unto every part;

Part harden'd itself to a thicker heart,

Whose busy furnaces life's spirits do impart.

Another part became the well of sense,
The tender well-arm'd feeling brain, from whence
Those sinewy strings which do our bodies tie
Are ravelTd out; and fast there by one end
Did this Soul limbs, these limbs a Sow! attend;